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plied that the soldiers at the camp belonged to the first,
families of St. Louis, and that they would certainly fight
to the bitter end. " Oh, pshaw," said Sherman, " the first
families don't like to get killed any better than common
folks." Just at that moment a man came running down
the street from the camp, shouting, "They've surren-
dered ! The camp has surrendered ! " And Miss Dean,
mortified at the cowardice of the first families, went into
the house and slammed the door.

Sherman now started toward the . camp, his boy
Willie still with him. Soon he met Frank Blair's regi-
ment, escorting the Camp Jackson prisoners. There was
a great crowd in the street, some "damning the Dutch,"
cheering the prisoners, and hurrahing for Jeff. Davis ;
.and others, though not spjmany, encouraging the loyal
troops. Much confusion prevailed everywhere. Presently
a drunken rowdy tried to pass through the ranks of the
troops (Regulars.) A sergeant pushed him back. The
fellow violently assaulted the sergeant, and then the ser-
geant knocked him down, and he rolled some distance
down a grassy bank. The man gathered himself up, and,
with a great deal of drunken backing and filling, climbed
up the bank again and drew a pistol. The Regulars had
by this time moved on, and a regiment of the Home
Guards had come up and occupied their place. The fellow
fired his pistol at one of the officers and struck him in the
leg. Forthwith .the soldiers began to fire over the heads
of the crowds, and there was a general stampede. Some
of the bullets went low, and several of the crowd were
wounded. Charles Ewing threw Willie Sherman on the
ground and covered him with his own body. Captain
Sherman also lay down to escape the bullets, and Hjunter
got Behind a hillock. There they lay until the firingerson, had just moved his troops from Fort Moultriertnership dissolved, and in a very short time Sherman
